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of traitors, met to conspire against his life, into loyalty
and devotion to him. For the second week, The House
of Pierre, by Miss Julie Opp and Kate Gordon,1 for
the third a revival of Ib and Little Christina, and finally
The Tragedy of Truth. This proved a very popular
arrangement, and I may mention that I still continued
my old request that late-comers should not take their
seats till after the first play was over, a request which
was always most courteously observed.
Then came our presentation of The Last Heir, under
which title we presented Stephen Phillips' version
of The Bride of Lammermoor.
The title was, of course, taken from the prediction which
foretold the end of the house of Ravenswood:
"When the last heir of Ravenswood to Ravenswood shall ride,
To woo a dead maiden to be his bride,
He shall stable his steed in the Kelpie's Flow,
And his name shall be lost for evermoe!"
These words were spoken by the three weird women, who
watched the disappearance of Ravenswood into the treacherous
sands of the Kelpie's Flow. Telbin's closing scene for the
drama I thought was a more poetical painting than that of
Hawes Craven for the Lyceum production. It may be
remembered that a conspicuous object in this scene was the
bonnet of Edgar Ravenswood still lying upon the shining
sands. "Good Heavens," said a lady in the Lyceum stalls
on the first night, "what is that thing sticking out of the
sand?" "Hush," said her abashed companion, as several
indignant heads turned upon the intruder, "that's the * head-
gear 5 of Ravenswood!" This reminds me of another intrusion
upon the last moments of The Only Way which occurred in
Victoria, B.C. There was an instant's silence as the form of
Carton is discovered mounting the steps of the guillotine to
1 The House of Pierre was afterwards secured by Madame Rejane for per-
formance in Paris. Though not wholly satisfactory in construction, it gave
my wife a fine opportunity for emotional expression, and earned her the
following tribute from the Press of the day: " Miss de Silva acted on the one
hand with such charm and on the other with such passion that she swept
all reasoning to the winds and all philosophy to the waters."